bracketed up at the top into the tall, purposely, profusely complicated
roof. Dormers plus. The whole roof was ridged and tipped, swanked and
gabled to madness before they would allow it to be either watershed or
shelter. The whole exterior was bedevilled, that is to say, mixed to puzzle-
pieces with corner-boards, panel-boards, window-frames, corner-blocks,
plinth-blocks, rosettes, fantails, and jiggerwork in general. This was the
only way 'they' seemed to have then of putting on style. The wood
butchery of scroll-saw and turning lathe were at that moment the honest
means to this fashionable and unholy but entirely moral end as things
were.
Unless the householder of the period were poor indeed, usually the in-
genious corner tower as seen in monogaria, eventuated into a candle-
snuffer dome, a spire, an inverted rutabaga, radish or onion. Always
elaborate bay-windows and fancy porches rallied around this imagina-
tively unimaginative corner fetish—ring around a rosie. And all this the
builders of the period could do nearly as well in brick as in stone. It was
an impartial society. All materials looked pretty much alike to it in that
day and do today.
Simplicity was as far from this scrap-pile as the pandemonium of the
barnyard is far from music. But easy enough for the architect. Oh yes.
All he had to do was call, 'Boy, take down No. 57, and put a bay-window
on it for the lady.'
BUILDING THE NEW HOUSE
First thing in building the new house, get rid of the attic, therefore the
dormer. Get rid of the useless false heights below it. Next, get rid of the
unwholesome basement, yes absolutely—in any house built on the prairie.
Instead of lean, brick chimneys bristling up everywhere to hint at Judg-
ment, I could see necessity for one chimney only. A broad generous one,
or at most two. These kept low-down on gently sloping roofs or perhaps
flat roofs. The big fireplace in the house below became now a place for a
real fire. A real fireplace at that time was extraordinary. There were
mantels instead. A mantel was a marble frame for a few coals in a grate,
Or it was a piece of wooden furniture with tile stuck in it around the
grate, the whole set slam up against the plastered, papered wall. Insult to
comfort. So the integral fireplace became an important part of the build-
ing itself in the houses I was allowed to build out there on the prairie.
It comforted me to see the fire burning deep in the solid masonry of the
house itself. A feeling that came to stay.
Taking a human being for my scale, I brought the whole house down in
height to fit a normal one—ergo, 5' 8|" tall, say. This is my own height.
Believing in no other scale than the human being I broadened the mass
out all I possibly could to bring it down into spaciousness. It has been said
that were I three inches taller than 5' 8 J* all my houses would have been
quite different in proportion. Probably.
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